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THE NOVELIST. 





Unsuccessful Attempt to Renew the Tender 


Passion. 


[ConcLUDED. ] 

Arter we had parted, | attempted to 
analyze deliberately the state of my feel- 
ings; and vanity, | believe, endeavoured 
to persuade me I was seriously in love.— 
A fearfully long series of years, to be 
sure, had rolled away since the fever of 
passion had raged; but still we were the 
same individual persons. Time might 
indeed have caused some decay in the 
main timber of the building, that did not 
admit of repair: but the plan remained 

erfect in all its compartments: exterior 
embellishments might easily be supplied ; 
and taste, or rather sentiment, would 
cover many defects with varnish, white- 
wash, and perhaps plaster—as | am a 
member of the College of Surgeons. ‘The 


pointment, and extinguishes the embers 
of affection. The voice indeed, though 
somewhat less articulate, still breathed to 
my ear soft melody freighted with the 
purest sentiments; the candles shed a 
dimmer light for want of snuffing, and 
love seemed to return as the gloom deep- 
ened. Thusin sweet converse we beguil- 
ed the time, retraced the delightful scenes 
of former days, and endeavoured by the 
aid of imagination, to o’erleap a chasm of 
forty years. 

What might have been our destinies in 


father had not prohibited-our union ?— 
“ Doubtless, (I replied,) an uninterrupted 
series of felicities—a delightful inter- 
change of opinion—a reciprocation of kind 
offices—perhaps we might have been 
blest with a numerous family”—buc | 
found | had gone too far; it certainly did 
not occur to me that Leonora was still a 
maiden lady, and of course could have 





expected hour arrived, and I had already 
taken great pains, both personally and 


mentally, to prepare myself for the inter- | 


view. The season was rather too cold 
for nankin pantaloons,which are supposed 
to display the figure to considerable ad- 
vantage: and for several days 4 north- 
east had whistled a very intelligible pre- 
lude to a return of lumbago, therefore 
black became a wholesome substitute : 
The lady had contrived to be alone, and 


after interchanging the first civilities, 


apologized for the absence of her niece, 
possibly apprehensive that a recurrence 
of the tittering symptoms might interrupt 
the more serious and pathetic parts of our 
dialogue. To my utter astonishment and 
indescribable joy, |, found that Leonora 
had lived a- single life, and by her own 
representation, had refused numerous 
offe-s—her promise to me had becn kept 
inviolate. This assurance stirred up on 
my part several bursts of tenderness. 1 
loo'ced at her most earnestly, and unhap- 
piiy I wore my spectacles. But oh dear, 
what achange! Her cye barely retained 
some smattering of Love’s dialect; but 
the idiom was defective and the accent 
misplaced. A near examination disclosed 


ianumerable wrinkles; the fine oval con- ; 
tour had become angular, and the whole - 


countenance was suffused with a yellow 
tinge. Those lips, that »whilom pouted 
from distension, were now shrunk into a 
mere envelope for the coral—But why 
preceed? Description only records disap- 





|! made no calculation of that nature. A 
slight iridescence of color mounted into 
her cheek, but after a momentary suffu- 
sion escaped, to one side of the nose, 
where an intense blush seemed to linger. 
|T apologized but awkwardly enough, by 
“expressing my regret at having used any 
expression inconsistent with good breed- 
ing, and to testify my contrition in a tan- 
gible form, I took her hand—it had a 
cold feel; then with some emotion grasp- 
ed her arm—alas! its electric touch had 
vanished! The bounding elasticity that, 
forty years ago, resembled that of a 
spring-board, now yielded to the gentlest 
pressure. Our situation was exquisitely 
tender; the air seemed oppressive; she 
| breathed by instalments, perceptibly 
asthmatic: and to heave a profound sigh 
was stopped in transitu, by a cough which 
sounded like the knell to consumptive 
Home. 

How retentive of affection is a female! 
Perhaps, as some philosophers have opin- 
ed, because she posscsses more instinct 
than our own sex. Perhaps, with due 
care, a man’s constitution is more durable 
than that of a lady; and it is possible that 
there may be some difference in the 
sources and objects of the tender passion. 
We are attracted by exterior blandish- 
ments; they are guided in their choice 
by intrinsic qualities; and to tell the 


life, (said the charming Leonora,) if my | 





truth, | do not think that they possess so | 


refined a taste. such a relish for beauty, 


and such a fastidiousnes against imper-, 


fection as ourselves. When | returned 
home, and analyzed my own feelings, the 
truth was elicited. Leonora, in, her 
youth, had constituted my notion of the 
beau ideal of female pag, eck: ; and if, at 
that period, we had been united, age, and 
its inseparable infirmaties, wouki have 
crept on unheeded. We should have 
hobbled down-hiil together, lending a mu- 
tual support; the higher affections would 
have been sublimed, and those of sense 
would have been refined intoesteem. |i 
am apt to think that love is like the smell 
pox, few have it twice in the natural way; 
the contagion rarely recurs.}] But now, 
each of us had acquired peculiar, and 
very probably, dissimilar habits; the 
simultaneous indulgence of them micht be 
incompatible, and a compromise difficult 
on either part, as it would demand a pain- 
ful extortion—a cruel eradication—a re- 
luctant sacrifice. 

Feeling, therefore, no immediate oF 
pressing occasion for a wile, dreading the 
positive cession of so much liberty ; 
averse from an amalgamation of infirma- 
ties, the sleep-breaking echoes of the 
nighily cough, the spasinodic twinges, and 
other incidental ailments, no wonder that 
| have paused on the awful threshold of 
matrimony. Besides, I anticipate the ri- 
dicule of my acquaintance: some sneez- 
ing eld dandy congratulating me with a 
pretended admiration of the cho'ce I have 
made—‘Quite a young woman!’ This is 
bad enough; but next come the ladies: 
one young hussey, just married, recom- 
mends me toa shop for baby-linen, and— 
by mistake—gives me the underiaker’s 
card. When the dessert appears, some 
tormentress or other directs the servants 
to place a pair of nut-crackers near me; 
insults my wife under the mask of defence 
and civility, recommending patirosa loz- 
enges for an inveterate asthma ; or start- 
ing theatrical subjects, and concluding by 
a. savage remark, such as, * Probably, 
madam, you recollect Garrick? Pru- 
dence whispers me to remain single— an 
injunction which | shall certainly obey, 
unless you impart to me the grand arca- 
num of the alchymists, which | suppose 
you (to possess : 

And thongh I love the gentle Leonora, 

I will not my unhoused free condition 

Put into circumspection aod confine, 

For the world’s worth. 


With profound consideration, yours, 


PEREGRINE FIPLEY. ; 
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THE CELEBRATION. 


The Anniversary of American Inde- 
pendence was celebrated in this town with 
every demonstration of joy and good teel- 
ings. The morning was ushered in by 
the discharging of cannon and the ringing 
of bells. At 5 o’clock a procession was 
formed at the South School House, escort- 
ed by the Artillery, and a company of 
young men, who organized themselves for 
the purpose of “hailing the day”—and 
marched to Liberty Bridge, where a 
splendid Liberty Pole had that morning 
beenerected. ‘The Bridge was elegantly 
decorated with wreaths of evergreens and 
roses—and the pulpit for the reception of 
the orator of the morning and attendants 
displayed so good taste that we could not 
but believe that every thing about it had 
some meaning—although we could not 
think what emblem the parrot was intend- 

“ed for, which was so tastefully hung over 
the orator’s head. After some well adapt- 
ed introductory remarks, the Declaration 
of Independence was read by Mr.Weceks: 
Mr. Evans then delivered an Oration, 
which gave much pleasure to those who 
are fond of stiring the coals of °76, ’98. 
712, &c. however, it is well these coals are 
occasionally stired, as they will the 
sooner become lifeless ashes. But sepa- 
rated from party matters, (with which we 
would not wish to meddle asiy more than 
to say we wish such things might not be,) 
we were pleased with what was said. 

Another procession was formed at the 
Athenaeum at 1-2 past 10, escorted by the 
Rockingham Guards and Gilman Blues, 
through some of the principal streets 
to the North Meeting House. After a 
prayer by the Rev. Mr. Putnam, the De- 
claration of Independence was read by 
the Hon. Levi Woodbury, accompanied 
by an interesting introduction, in the 
course of which he conveyed the idea that 
the Declaration is not so much a subject 
of admiration for the style or manner in 
which it was written, but it is the idea of 
the circumstances under which it was 
dictated, and the glorious results of which 
it may be considered the foundation, that 
so much endears it to us, and gives us so 
much pleasure to peruse it. A chaste and 
finished oration was next delivered by 
Mr. Hampden Cutts—which breathed a 
pure spirit, congenial to the feelings of 
the auditors. The services were inter- 
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spersed with appropriate odes and good 
music. 

At half past 2, about 200 citizens, in- 
cluding the escort, sat down to a dinner, 
served up by Mr. Wildes, ina style which 
reflects much credit upon him,—at which 
the Hon. J. F. Parrott presided, assisted 
by three Vice Presidents. After the cloth 
was removed, a goodly number of toasts 
were drunk—among them were the fol- | 
lowing :— 

The Day we celebrate—The dawn of poli- | 
tical light throughout the world. 

The Patriots of the Revolution—Their me- ' 
mories are consecrated in the bosoms of 
their grateful descendants. 

“Thus sleep the brave who sink to rest 

With all their country’s wishes blest.” 

Our Country—The land of equal rights! 








Patriot sons! the plains ye tread, 
Your hills & streams with blood were red, 
For many a hero’s blood was shed, 
In strife for victory ;. 
And can you ever shame your sires ? 
And can you dim their sacred fires ? 
No! swear upon their funeral pyres, 
Death or Liberty. 


And can ye e’er forget to raise 

Your hymns of joy, your songs of praise? 

No! wake your tuneful, grateful lays 
To hail the Jubilee. 

Let the strain be deep and long, 


| Let the notes be loud and strong, 


Let the heavens the sound prolong, 
Hail sweet Liberty. 





— 





Mr. Printer,—We were much pleased 
with the appearance of the escort on Mon- 


and privileges; the home of the oppressed, :day last, composed of the Rockingham 


and the refuge of Liberty. 

James Monroe—A man whose virtues en- 
dear him to the American people. 

A genera! emancipation of all the Slaves— 
‘o bigotry, party, and ignorance. 

The Governor of New-Hampshire. 

The Mechanics of Portsmouth— Republicans 
in name and in principle ; they hold in equal 
contempt the demagogue and the aristocrat. 

Popular Rights throughout the world—The 
general spread of knowledge can alone ac- 
quire and defend them. 

The Honors of Office—Due to the ablest 
Statesman, not to the warmest partizan. 

Roads and Canals—T he veins and arteries | 
of an agricultural nation. 

The Ships of our Navy—Messengers of 
Peace to the Friends—ministers of vengeance | 
io the enemies, of our country. 

Commerce and Manufactures—May the | 
former acquire vigor like our native oaks, 
from its exposure ; may the latter never like 
1 hot-house plant become weak ané sickly 
irom too much culture. 

The Fair—“Their faults are ours; their. 
virtues are their own.” 

—_—p—— 

The following patriotic Ode, to the tune 
of “Scots wha hae,” was sung in the course 
of the services in the meeting house :— 

ODE. 
Hark! the sound, the welcome sonnd, 
Freedom’s trump proclaims around, 
Freedom's sons the notes resound, 

Hail to Liberty ! 

Hail the day, the glorious day, 
W hen Patriot’s spurn’d oppression’s sway, 
And scorn’d the mandate to obey 

Of Britain’s tyranny. 





Patriot Sires! our notes shall swell, 
And your grateful sons shall tell, 
How ye fought and how ye fell; 
To gain our Liberty. 
Patriot Sires! your grateful praise, 
Ever shall your children raise, 
Aad bear your names to future day 
In their minstresly. 





a — - ~ 


‘Guards and Gilman Blues, and no one, we 
| think, will hesitate to pronounce the mem- 


bers of them, good soldiers. Great im- 
provement has been made in the Guards 
since they have been under the command 
of its present able Captain, whose assidui- 
ty in instructiag them in military tactics, 
has been the means of bringing them to 
their present standing—which we can 


confidently say is second to none in the 
State. PUBLICOLA. 


N.B.—The writer has no connection 
with the company, but wishes you te 
insert this as an expression of public: 
opinion. 





SSE 


By a law passed at the ‘ast session of 
the Legislature of this State, Militia 
Officers who held commissions previous 
to Dec. 1820 and all who may hereafter 
hold commissions for four years, are ex- 
empted from military duty. 





Solutions of the Conundru :s in our last. 


1. Because it gives the ght of the sun 
to the world. 

2. Because he over-looks small faults. 

3. Because he moves the men. 

4. Because it is a wiper. 

5. Because he mends the soul. 











The following Toasts were given at a 
Masonic celebration at New Ipswich. 

The Ladies who this day celebrate—W ho 
is more benefited by Masonry, than the 
bosom Friend of Min ? 

Answer by the Licdies—When Masons 
live a accordance totheir profession, we 
shall better know wno are most benefited 
by Masonry. 


This was preb .bly written by an old 


. maid. 
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SELECTIONS. 





Genuine Heroism. 


When the plague raged violently in 
Marseilles, every link of affection was 
broken; the father turned from the child 
—the child from the father; cowardice, 
ingratitude, no longer excited indignation. 
Misery is at its height, when it thus de- 
stroys every generous feeling—thus dis- 
solves every tie of humanity. The city 
became a desert, grass grew in the streets, 
a funeral met you at every step. The 
physicians assembled in a body at the 
Hotel de Ville, to hold consultation on 
the fearful disease, for which no remedy 
had yet been discovered. After a long 
deliberation they decided, unanimously, 
that the malady had a peculiar and mys- 
terious character, which,opening a corpse 
alone might develope-——in operation it 
was impossible to attempt, since the opera- 
tor must infallibly become a victim in a 
few hours, beyond the power of human 
art to save him, as the violence of the 
attack would preclude their administering 
the customary remedies. A dead pause 
succeeded this fatal declaration. Sud- 
denly, a surgeon named Guyon, in the 
prime of life, and of great celebrity in his 
profession, rose, and said, firmly, “ Be it 
so: I devote myself for the safety of my 
country. Before this numerous assembly, 
I promise, in the name of humanity and 
religion, that to-morrow, at the break of 
day I will dissect a corpse, and write 
down, as I proceed, what | observe.” 


He left the assembly instantly. They 
admire him, lament his fate, and doubt 
whether he will persist in his design.— 
The intrepid and pious Guyon, animated 
by all the sublime energy religion can 
inspire, acted up to his word. He had 
never married, he was rich, and he im- 
mediately made his will, dictated by jus- 
tice and piety; he confessed, and in the 
middle of the night, received the sacra- 
ments. A man had died of the plague 
in his house within four-and-twenty hours. 
Guyon, at day-break, shut himself up in 
the same room: he took with him an ink- 
stand, paper and a little crucifix. Full of 
enthusiasm, never had he felt more firm 
or more collected ; kneeling before the 
corpse, he wrote— Mouldering tene- 
ment of an immortal soul, not only can I 


‘gaze on thee without horror, but even 


with joy and gratitude. Thou wilt open 
to me gates of a glorious eternity. In 


discovering the secret cause of the terri- | 


ble disease which destroys my native ci- 





ty, thou wilt enable m-> to po™t some sal-' 
utary remedy: thou wilt reader my sac- | 
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rifice useful. Oh God! (continued he,) 
thou wilt bless the action thou hast thy- 
self inspired.” He began—he finished 
the dreadful operation, and recorded in 
detail his surzical observations. He then 
left the roon, threw the papers into 
vinegar, and afterwards sought the Laz- 
aretto, where he died in twelve hours—a 
death, ten thousand times more glorious 
than the warrior’s, who, to save his coun- 


try, rushes on the enemy’s ranks —since 


he advances with hope at least, sustained, 


admired, and seconded by a whole army. | 


oe 


New-York, June 30.—T wo young limbs 
of the law, instead of reading Biackstone, 
in peace and good fellowship, hid a quar- 
rel over their books, which they deter- 
mined to settie in an honorable way, at 
Hoboken, on a day not appropriated to 
the service of the Turtle Club. The 
Police having learnt the hour at which 
the trial was to commence, was determin- 
ed to quash the indictment and enter a 
nol. pros.; accordingly Efays, junr. was 
ordered to watch the parties, and he soon 
brought up one Harry Popem; the other 
having dodged the corner. Harry was 
prepared to cross the Styx; he had a 
large horse pistol under his freck coat; a 
quarter ef a pound of cannon powder in 
one pocket, and a dozen musket bullets in 
the other, besides a large flannel jacket 
tied up in a handkerchief to bury him in. 
Harry would not acknowledge that his 
intended visit to Hoboken was for fhe 
usual purpose, and the Police having no 
grounds but suspicion, dismissed him, 
with suitable admonitions, to go home, 
read law, and be a peaceable man in 
future—which he promised to do. 

andiiguieds 

A waggoner was passing,some time since 
from Pasquotank in the state of Virginia, 
to a place called Tantatank, in the same 
State, with a load of pine plank, the staple 
productions of that part of the country. 
In his wav he was overtaken by a country- 
man, and accosted much in the Yankee 
style, and after considerable circumlocu- 
tory conversation, on the smart chance of 
lumber he was toting, and the heap of dark 
nights there had been along back, the 
countryman observed “1 reckon, sir, that 
| have seen vou somewhere.” “Tis 
very like,” says the other, “I have been 
there frequently; my name is John Lank, 
I come from Pasquotank, and Pm going 


The following little piece of original, true 
wit, is fromthe Angasta Chronicle : 


Several detachments of moschetoes 
have recently arrived in town, and are 
quartered upon our citizens. ‘They scem 
to be lively and active, and are so entirely 
free from party spirit, that they are equal- 
ly attentive tothe friends and opposers 
of all the Presidential candidates; and 
any person lying down at night without a 
pavilion, may be sure of receiving some 
feeling evidences of their regard, wit hout 
the trouble of electioneering for their 
favors.” 

——— 

The Emperor Basilus Macedo, when 
hunting, was set upon by a furious stag, 
which, with his horns in his girdle, lifted 
the Emperor and dragged him along, un- 
til one of his train drew his sword, and, _ 
dexterously cutting the Emperor's girdle, - 
saved his life; but his reward was this-- 
~ that the gentleman was adjudged to have 
his head cut off, because he presumed to 
expose his drawn sword so near the im- 
peror: and he suffered accordingly.” 

la 

The other day an emigrant from New- 
York met an old acquaintance in one of 
our streets—“* Halloo!” said his friend, 
“what under the sun has induced you 
to quit New-York?” “ Nothing,” said 
the emigrant, “* but her d—d_politics-- 
things have got to such a pass there that 


1 can’t tell which side I belong to!” 





If you take pains in what is good, the 
pains vanish, the good reinains; if you 
take pleasure in what is evil, the evil re- 
mains, and the pleasure vanisheth. 





== 


MARRIED, 
In this this town, on Sunday morning last, 
by the Rev. Mr. Torner, Mr. Wittiam Nur- 
rer, to Mrs. Saran H. Pray. 
Mr. Jenemian Bracpon, to Miss Ann-Mania 


JACKSON. 
DIED, 

In Havana, Mr. Nathaniel Tredick, of 
Newcastle. 

in Kentucky, Mr. John Richardson, killed 
by his wife, with a musket which she fired 
at him in a quarrel. 

In Providence, R.I. Mr. Joseph Ham, aged 
77, a native of this town. 

In Kennebunk, Me. Sth inst. by the burst- 
ing of a swivel, Mr. Jonathan Young. 

In Kittery, drowned, Mr. Enoch Lewis, of 
Spruce-creek, aged 60. 

In this town, Mrs. Lucy Dearborn, aged 
45, wife of Mr. Nath’! Dearborn. 

Mr. John Fitzgerald, aged 27. 

A Child of Mr. M’Donalson. 

A Child of Mr. David Marston, 


= 











to Tankatank with a lead of pine plank, 
d—n you.” ) 
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~ POETRY. 











THE SKY. 

Trere’s beauty in the sky: 
Its vault is of a brighter hue 
Than ocean with its wave of blue ; 
And there the stars are thickly sei, 
Bright diamonds on night’s coronet ; 
The rainbow’s grand and glorious form 
Smiles like an angel on the storm, 
And lifts its arch divinely fair, 
A type of love and mercy there: 

‘There’s beauty in the sky. 


There’s music in the sky :—= 
It is not in the thonder’s crash, 
Nor in the lightning’s red-wing’d flash : 
These speak from darkness & from gloom, 
And tell of ruin, death and doom. 
But birds are on the buoyant wing, 
And their soft love-notes murmuring ; 
And oft, at midnight, fancy hears 
The harmony of rolling spheres :— 
There’s music in the sky. 


There’s qniet in the sky :— 
Below, let strife and hatred dwell— 
Unhallow’d rage make earth a hell ; 
Below, let “sin and sorrow” reign, 
And stamp on man their seal and stain : 
But ob! how still yon clondlets bear 
Their light forms through the silent air, 
Or crown’'d with evening’s glory, rest 
Serenely in the glowing west !— 

There’s quiet in the sky. 

—_—— 
SERENADE. 

Wake thee, Dearest; now’s fhe hoar 

When all but Love are sleeping, 
And hasten to this holy bow’r, 

Ere twilight grey is peeping; 
There, with harp and heart sincere, 

Thy Lover true doth tarry, 
Then hear his vow, and list his pray’r, 

Which to thee, zepbyrs carry. 


"Tis now the stilly hour of night, 
The star of Leve is beaming, 
Oh, Dearest, wake, thy Love delight, 
Tho’ e’en of him thou’rt dreaming ; 
All nature sleeps, the moon is bright, 
Our guiding star beams o’er us, 
Then fly with me, my Love, this night, 
For biiss is now before us. 


Now I see thy lattice opes, 
And now thou art appearing, 

My beating heart, my love-built hopes, 
Thy presence sweet becheering ; 
Thy voice is like the Zephyr’s breath, 

So gentle, soft, reviving ; 
Thy beauty, like the rosy heath, 
When fresh in dew ’tis thriving. 


J doat on thee, by thy bright eyes, 
By stars that beam above, 

My deep, sincere, and heartfelt sighs, 
Avest to thee my Love: 

The fly with me, and cheer my hours, 
While silence hovers o’er us ; 

All nature sleeps. then leave these bow’rs, 
For bliss is pow before as. 








AMUSEMENT, 





Humorous Story. 


sion for a sum of money, fell upon the follow- 
ing most extraordinary way to raise it: 


He issued out an order, commanding the 
chiefs of all the Jews settled in Egypt, to 
appear before him on a certainday. On 
their being conducted into his presence, 
they found him surrounded with his Divan 
or Council, and the pentateuch in his 
hand. He then asked them if they be- 
lieved all that was written in that book ; 
to which they replied, they did, saying 
that it contained the precepts of their re- 
ligion; on which he turned to and read 
the 11th and 12th chapters of Exodus, in 
which is recorded the account of the Jews, 
just before their departure from Egypt. 
borrowing of the Egyptians their jewels 
of gold, silver, &c. 

When he had finished, he told them that 
since they had confessed that their fore- 
fathers had about 3000 years ago borrow- 
ed of the forefathers of the Egyptians 
their jewels, &c. he had sent for them to 
know if those things had ever been return- 
ed, or satisfaction made for them; if not 
he added, ‘hat it was high time payment 
should be made, and that he being the 
political father of that people, was in duty 
bound to see justice done them. 





The poor astonished Jews stood silent 
and knew not what to say, though they 
immediately saw through the drift of the 
avaricious Governor; he, after waiting 
some time for an answer, dismissed them 
but ordered them again before him in a 
few weeks, telling them that he gave them 
that time to deliberate and search the re- 
cords, and see whether or not they had 
ever returned or made satisfaction to the 
Egyptians for the jewels they had bor- 


rowed. 
When the Jews had retired, they, after 


consulting among themselves how to ward 
off the blow, came to the resolution of 
raising a large sum of money, with which, 
on the day appointed they waited on the 
Governor, and told him that since the time 
their forefathers had borrowed those 
things of the Egyptians, their nation had 
undergone various revolutions, their tem- 
ple had been burnt, their records destroy- 
ed, so that it was impossible for them to 
tell whether or not the Egyptians had ever 
received satisfaction fur their jewels ; and 
presenting him with the money, added 
that they hoped he would not make them, 
who were but a few, accountable for what 
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A certain Governor of Egypt having occa- : ‘ r 
ane , in part payment for the borrowed jewels, 











the whole nation did so many thousand 
ears ago. 
This being all the governor wanted, he 
took their money, for which he gave them. 
(in the name of the Egyptians) a receipt 


and so left the same door open for ony of 
his successors, who may think proper to 
take the same steps to squeeze that poor 
and unfortunate peoplee—M. Haven Guz. 
—_—=—"—o 


Henry the Fourth, king of France, always 








| made his children call him papa, or father, 


not the usual title of sir, or your majesty. 
Ile used frequently to join in their amuse- 
ments, and one day as he was going on all 
fours with the dauphin his son, on bis back, 
an ambassador entered his apartment sud- 
denly and surprised him in this att tude.— 
‘The monarch, without moving from it, said 
to him, Monsieur ambassador, have you any 
children? Yessir, replied he. ‘ Very well 
then,” said the king; ‘1 shall finish my race 
round my chamber.” 


Ir is related of Phillip, King of France, 
that when his navy was destroyed at Sluys, 
and thirty thousand of his best men slain or 
drowned (for numbers cast thems-lves into 
the sea rather than be taken prisoners) no 
person dared to disclose so terrible a disas- 
ter, and the task was at length entrusied to 
his gesrer, who did it by continually repeat- 
ing, “Cowardly Englishmen !—Faint-heart- 
ed Englishmen !” said the fool, “they durst 
not leap ont of their ships into the sea as our 
brave Frenchmen did.” From which the 
King understood what had happened. 


Napoteon, in his Ialian successes, took a 
Hungarian battalion prisoner-. ‘The colonel, 
an old man, complained b terly of the 
French mode of fighting by rspid and desni- 
tory attacks on the flanks, the rears, the 
lines of communication, &c. concluding by 
saying, “that he had fought in the army of 
Maria Theresa.” “You mu:stbe old?” said 
Napoleon. “Yes, | am gifacr sixty or sev- 
enty.” “Why, colonel, you have certainly 
lived long enough to know how to count 
years a little more closely!” General,” 
said the Hungarian, * Lrecko.a my shirts, and 
my horses ; but as for my years, | know that 
NOBODY WILL WANT TO STEAL THEM, AND THAT 
| SHALL NEVER LOSE ONE OF FHEM.”? 

A Mornuer’s Love. 
E’er yet her child has drawn its earliest 
breath, 
A mother’s love begins: it glows till death, 
Lives before life, with death, not dies, but 
seems 
The very substance of immortal dreams. 
et ae 
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